EXTREMES MEET

quarters. The Commandant shook all over when I
walked in." He handed Waterlow an envelope. " My
report of last night's business, Skipper. That tells you
everything. Very hot! " Then he saluted and retired
sniffing the air for a moment and then moving with
sombre determination in the direction of the kitchen,

"You didn't bring a doctor?" Waterlow asked
Crowder.

" We'd started too soon, sir."

" Oh, well, it's nothing very serious. Young Stavro
was shot in the leg. But it's only a flesh wound."

Crowder looked at Captain Cazenove and Commander
Rankin. This, he implied, was what might happen here
at any moment; and then he too retired to interview the
proprietor, who, after his experience with the giants, was
trembling with eager hospitality and delighted to serve
coffee all round.

" Rather stout fellows those two ruffians of yours," said
Captain Cazenove, as he took a seat at the table. " They
were telling Rankin and me all about their scrap with the
natives last night"

"Some scrap," Commander Rankin observed, taking
his seat.

" Did the V.A. get my telegram in time ? "

" Don't suppose he did for a moment," said Captain
Cazenove, who was a neat little man with a strong chin.

u And if he did/' said Commander Rankin, who was
of the fleshy type of naval officer that recalls the triumphs
of leading tenors in comic opera. " If he did, he wouldn't
have done anything about it. He's had three absolutely re-
liable telegrams in the last two days, and the submarine
was one of our M.L.'s every time."
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